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DREADFUL SITUATION! 


Party in Waders (on the shallower side, with nice Trout on). ‘‘ Now 
THEN, you IpIoT, BRING ME THE NET, CAN’T YOU, OR HE ’LL BE OFF 


” 


IN A SECOND! 





CHANCE FOR NEW MAGISTRATE. 


MR. WILLIAM GARRETT, the newly-appointed Magistrate (on 
the retirement of Sir JAMES VAUGHAN, whose place at Bow 
Street is filled by Mr. DE RUTZEN), is the author of a work on 
“The Law of Nuisances.’’ This must be a valuable book, which 
should be in every magistrate’s hands, a pocket version of it in 
the tunic-tails of every policeman, and a card of compressed 
laws hung in the hall of every householder or tenant pro tem., 
so that by consulting it the aggrieved parishioner could at once 
determine ;— 





1. How to get rid of an organ-man, with or without monkey, 
in less than two minutes, without violence or any exertion. 

2. How to send a German band packing at one minute’s notice 
without aid of police, and without any overpowering exertion. 

3. How to stop at once those terrible nuisances, cab-calling 
whistles, which only afford maidservants a pretext for going 
out into the street for a chat with somebody, and .to the man- 
servant an excuse for ‘‘going out for a blow,’’ while their 
shrill sounds, frequently repeated at short intervals, rouse 
sleepers, startle invalids, and cry to ‘‘ the sleeper awakened ’’ 
as Macbeth’s conscience cried to its owner, ‘‘Sleep no more!’’ 
Then, on the first ten minutes’ worth of calls remaining un- 
answered, the whistling is repeated for a quarter of an hour or 
more, before it occurs to the blower to run in search of the 
vehicle wanted. 

The present inquirer would like the new magistrate, and 
every magistrate for the matter of that, to issue a circular 
strongly recommending the general use of electric communica- 
tion with a local central office, whence can be *‘ rung up,’’ at all 
hours and in all weathers, without troubling the servants, a cab, 
a doctor, a messenger, a fireman, or a policeman. The present 
inquirer is not a shareholder in such a company, but he pays so 
much a year to it, and twopence or so whenever its agency is 
employed for cab-fetching, message-taking, and so forth ; and if 
others would only do likewise they would save their servants’ 
breath, and cease to cause their neighbours much irritation. 
A long course of villainous street organs killed poor JOHN 
LEECH, and it may soon be expected that on hearing how some 
literary man living in London is stricken down, we shall, on 
inquiry, find that he is ‘‘ suffering from a severe attack of 
Whistles.’’ If the new magistrate can and will assist his fellow 
‘*Beaks’’ in checking and stopping such nuisances in all 
districts, then this appeal from the studies, atéliers, bed-rooms, 
and sick-rooms of London to a GARRETT will not have been 
made in vain. 








GREEN BOOTS. 


[“ Lady LONDONDERRY was wearing green boots at the last Sandown 
Meeting. After all, this is a very sensible idea,” &c.—M.A.P., July 22.] 


AR: ** The Wearing of the Green.’’ 


Ox! green’s a pleasant colour, ‘‘ It is emblematic,—eh ? 

If only worn upon your head,’’ some wilful wags may say. 

They may add, ‘“‘It suits your lineaments,’’ but that’s 
may be, 

Yet shoes of green ’tis probable that now we ’ll often see. 

For they ’re taking to the colour, that is, in boots, I mean, 

And there ’1l be men and women here a-wearing of the green. 


as it 








THE Babel of Babble hitherto associated with Boulter’s Lock 
on any fine Summer Sunday may be given as an appropriate 
illustration of ‘* Lock Jaw.”’ 





‘*THEeE LONDON Factory GIRL’s HOLIDAY”’ 


factory necessity. 


is a Matter-of- 
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Roap ‘ Up.” 


TimME—IN THE HEIGHT OF THE SEASON. 
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A DECORATIVE PANEL. 


PLACE—EVERYWHERE. 
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DEATH INSURANCE. 


Bogus Insurance Sneak (insinuatingly). ‘‘ ANY CHILDREN OR OTHER RELATIVES TO BE INSURED TO-DAY? No QUESTIONS ASKED.” 








Police-Constable John Bull (on his beat, sotto voce). ‘‘ THERE WILL BE A FEW QUESTIONS TO ASK YOU, MY MAN, BEFORE LONG!” 


eee 
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ENFIN LE CLOU. 


To celebrate the Féte Nationale the 
ple of Roubaix indulged themselves 
with a fight between a lion and a bull. 
The immense success of this entertain- 
ment, rightly condemned by the news- 
papers of England, where such degrading 
spectacles are unknown, has at last given 
an idea for the Clow de l’Exposition. It 
will not be a telescope, or a globe, or a 
flying machine; it will be this sort of 
thing :— 
CIRQUE ROMAIN. 
LE PLUS VASTE DU MONDE. 
LE COLISEE DE PARIS. 


Dimanche prochain, «2h. 3, Matinée réservée 
aux Familles. 

Combat entre un loup et trois agneaux, 
le loup muselé. Combats varies entre 
douze chats et six chiens. Courses de 
taureaux 2 la portugaise, organisées par 
la Société protectrice des animaux. ‘Rien 
de tué, pas méme les chevaux. Sports 
anglais. Steplechase. Polow - match. 
Foot-bal & la mode de l’Association. Aucun 
combattant blessé, pas méme le Referé. 


Tous les soirs, & 8 heures, superbe spectacle 
varié. 


Anciens sports anglais. 
Cock - fiting. Courses 
l’espagnole. 
ros de l’Espagne. 
Massacre de chevaux. 


Bear - bating. 
de taureaux a 


Tous les plus illustres tore- 
Du sang partout. 


Six taureaux de 


tués. Combat sanguinaire entre des lions 
et des taureaux. Tous tués. Courses 
meutriéres de veilles automobiles & pétrole. 
Explosions. Les machines sautenten l’air. 
Mort d’un chauffeur au moins. Foot-bal & 
la mode de Rugbey. Les Referés & l’abri 
des attaques dans une cage de fer. 
Plusieurs combattants blessés mortelle- 
ment. Spectacle trés sanguinaire. 


Tous les Dimanches, & 8 heures, Soirée de 
Gala. 

Combats entre des négres et des lions. 

Presque tous tués. Du sang partout. 

Combats entre un éléphant et cing négres. 

Tous les négres tués. Combats sanguinaires 


de gladiateurs. 


la mode de ‘Dahomey. 


enterrés vifs. 


Ballet-divertissement & 
Des hommes 
Luttes sanguinaires. A 





11 h. } derniére scéne, 

Les Juirs aux Lions! 
Superbe massacre. Hommes, femmes et 
enfants. Le plus grand spectacle depuis 
le temps de Néron. Grand feu d’artifice, 

Les FLAMBEAUX DE LA REPUBLIQUE! 
Des Dreyfusards brulés vifs.. Aucun truc. 
Tous vivants. A la fin, 
FooT-BAL ANGLAIS! ° 

A la derniére mode. Tous les combattants 
tués sur place. Assassinat des Referés. 
Magnifique spectacle extra-sanguinaire. 








“WHAT IS SECONDARY EDUCATION?” 
Evidently merely a Secondary Question. 
But are there not some City officials 
called ‘Secondaries?’ Surely we’ve 
heard of a ‘Mr. Secondary S0-AND-SO,”’ 
for example. Is this a ‘‘ Secondary’ who 
requires ‘“‘education’’? If so, this opens 
up another subject. Therefore let us first 
have it defined, ‘What is Secondary 
Education? Is it a primary necessity ? 
Does it apply to a certain City class, or to 
everybody generally ?’’ 
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‘*DIp YER ORDER ANY ILE ROUND THF CORNER?” 


** WHAT DO YOU MEAN BY ILE? 


“Naw. 


Do you MEAN O11 ?” 


Nor Jizz, put JLE wor YER DRINKS!” 





HEIR SPLITTING EXTRAORDINARY. 


MR. Puncu, Sir,—Allow me to address 
you. You must have noticed with regret 
that of late years there has been a 
tendency to break up the accumulations 
of all sorts of curios. An antiquarian may 
spend a long life-time in amassing the 
most interesting collection imaginable, and 
after his death his heir may make ducks 
and drakes of it, and cause the items to 
fly to the four quarters of the globe under 
the stroke of the auctioneer’s hammer. 
Now this is sad, and it is even more 
melancholy to consider that the law seems 
disinclined to prohibit the alienation of 
heirlooms. Under these circumstances it 
seems imperative that men of taste and 
culture should protect their belongings by 





putting them under the egis of the 
nation. 

Take my own case. Ihave a very useful 
hat that I have worn for years. I know it 
belonged to my father, and suspect that it 
came to him from a remoter generation. 
And what about my sons? Why, they 
regard the headgear with contempt! 
Would it be safe to leave it to them as an 
heirloom, or ‘‘hair loom,’’ as they would 
most probably irreverently term it? A 
thousand times no! ‘They would certainly 
find a suitable resting-place for it in the 
dust hole! 

So when I die I leave my dear old hat— 
the topper of my sire and his sire before 
him—to the British Museum, 

Yours mysteriously, 
OnE WHO REMAINS TILED. 
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“There are more things in Heaven and Earth, Horatio, than are dreamt of in your philosophy.”—Hamilet. 


Old Jarge. ‘‘ WeN YE SEES WOT COMES FROM FURRIN PARTS, BLESS YER ’EART, YE JUST FEELS LIKE A BIT 0’ Dirt!” 


SOOO Saal 





(Heard outside a Cowntry Circus.) 














PARTY POLITICS. 
[A garden-party is a new form of electoral 
organisation.””—Lord Tweedmouth.} 

DAPHNE, fair and Liberal maid, 

As | linger by your side 
In this pleasant leafy shade, 

That our Party-funds provide, 
Dimly I begin to see 
Politics has calls for me. 


Not the vulgar, sordid strife 
When electors come to grips, 
Not hard Parliamentary life, 
Urged by unrelenting Whips ; 
Mine are peaceable designs— 
Strictly garden-party lines. 


Yes, of jars I must be rid, 

And from heat my spirit shrinks, 
1 prefer to work amid 

‘** Cooling cups and dainty drinks,”’ 
While on canvass when I’m bent 
*Tis to the refreshment tent. 


Thus beside you I would sit 

And of polities would dream, 
Till at your request I flit 

Seeking strawberries and cream, 
Conscious, thus while helping you, 
That I serve the Party too. 








SUGGESTED NEW NAME FOR SIR THOMAS 
LIPTON’S YACHT.—*‘ Jam Satis.’’ 








Tue Sovpan ‘‘ FISHMONGER” SETTING HIS 
LINES IN THE NILE. 


{Lord KitcHENER was admitted, last week, as a 
member of the Fishmongers’ Company, and gave 
an account of his progress in laying telegraph lines 
in the Nile basin.) 





Chair! Chair! Chair! 

LORD SALISBURY doesn’t like people to sit 
When engaged in their daily vocation ; 
But the matter of seats is one likely to hit 
A Premier, who stands for the Nation. 





CHARLES, THE CRITERION, AND A 
CRITICISM. 

So CHARLES WYNDHAM has retired from 
the Criterion, and is soon to re-open his 
new theatre. ‘‘ Success to CHARLES our 
friend!’’ is Mr. Punch’s sincere send-off. 
By the way, the Times, of Saturday, July 22, 
in its notice of CHARLES WYNDHAM’S last 
night at the Criterion, said, ‘* It was 
really Mr. WYNDHAM’S acting that gave 


them (Pink Dominos and Betsy) their 
vogue.’’ Also in the same article it was 


stated, that ‘‘ occasional revivals of such 
pieces as Brighton and Betsy have shown 
that Mr. WYNDHAM still retains his purely 
comic powers in spite of his preference 
for more serious work.’’ Whatever may 
be the case with the other pieces named, 
Mr. WYNDHAM’S “‘acting’’ in Betsy had 
nothing whatever to do with the excep- 
tionally great success of that piece, as, 
neither on its production nor on any one 
of its occasional revivals, did Mr. CHARLES 
WYNDHAM ever play in it. 





ARRIVAL OF THE AMERICAN ’VARSITY 
ATHLETES.—Yale fellow well met! 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


In The White King of Manoa (HUTCHINSON), Mr. JOSEPH HATTON 
presents a careful and pieturesque study of the time of Sir 
WALTER RALEIGH. We have vivid glimpses of the streets of 
London in the spacious times of Queen ELIZABETH—the spacious- 
ness, bien entendu, not a quality pertaining to the thoroughfares. 
With Mr. HATTON as guide, we see the narrow ways filled by a 
motley crowd in russet doublet and hose, the women with square 
cut bodices, laced stomachers, and cunningly slashed sleeves. 
Coming to town from Devonshire, David Yarcombe, like another 
hero of romance fixed at the same epoch, goes Westward Ho. 
How he makes his way into the Inca’s sacred city of Manoa, how 
he is hailed as a messenger from the Sun God, how he rules the 
people, fights the Spanish and gets back to faithful Lucy Withy- 
combe waiting for him in Devon is a stirring story my Baronite 
recommends to the reader in search of a holiday book. 

The Sport of Circumstance is a plain tale of very human 
interest, admirably told in one volume by C. G. CHATTERTON. 
The false scent, that allures the interested reader away from 
the right track, is so artistically laid, that almost up to the end 
the true road leading to the goal is left doubtful to the deeply 
interested reader. But what vagary caused Mr. JOHN LANE, 
the publisher, to choose so unattractive a cover, and so to 
place the title, throughout the book, as to make every page, 
with its clear type and large margin, look as if it were a speci- 
men page? This is distracting. 

Of all the attractive articles contained in The Anglo-Saxon 
Review, already briefly noticed by the Baron, Lord ROSEBERY’S 
critical essay on *‘ The Great Sir ROBERT PEEL’? will be the first 
to attract the majority of readers. Approbation from his literary 
lordship is praise indeed, and Mr. PARKER, as editor of these 
PEEL Papers, must be a proud and happy man on finding his 
labours thus highly appreciated by so capable and so cynical a 
critic. In the Baron’s opinion, this essay is a perfect work of 
its kind, indeed, a very model; and, as one dish in the menu of 
Lady RANDOLPH’s literary banquet, it is so satisfying, that all 
the other plats, excellent though they may be, seem to run 
some chance of being merely tasted or entirely neglected. Omne 
ignotum pro magnifico, and ROSEBERY on PEEL is Pelion on Ossa, 
which it will be admitted is sufficient to last the most voracious 
pike of a reader for a clear quarter of the year. 

THE BARON DE B.-W. 





94° IN THE SHADE.—Oh, dear! don’t mention Egypt! It’s too 
hot to be anywhere near a KITCHENER, and as to going to work 


with aCook——-! No, no! Away to Greenland’s icy mountains 
or GUNTER’S lemon-icy mountains! Only, let’s take everything 
coolly! 

















Mrs. Stamford Hill. ‘‘! HEAR YOU ARE TRYING JOINT HovskE- 


KEEPING WITH THE LOVEJOYS. 
Mrs. Mincing Lane. ‘‘OH, SPLENDIDLY! 


How-DOES IT WORK, DEAR?” 
WE NEVER HAVE THE 


SLIGHTEST DISAGREEMENT.” 
Mrs. Stamford Hill. ** Au, THE LOVEJOYS ARE SO SWEET AND 


AMIABLE, 





THAN QUARREL!” 


I’M SURE THEY WOULD PUT UP WITH ANYTHING RATHER 








THE ETON AND HARROW MATCH. 
(Her Account of it.) 


Goop ‘‘Lord,’’ how changed is all the 
place! 
That ‘‘ Mound ”’ is simply hideous, 
Compared—ah, well, 1’d best efface 


4 Pte: J Or one did, anyhow ! 
Comparisons invidious. 


The saying that ‘‘ old things are best,”’ 
A simple truth expresses— 

The saying, though, must not be pressed 
In case of hats and dresses. 


Still, some with joy the Mound may hail, 
Keen folks who watch the cricket, 
Can ery the field—as ‘‘ Point,’ ‘‘ Leg 
= 


** Long block-hole,’’ ‘* Cover wicket ;’’ | She is not truthful, I 


Who dearly love a “ pull to off,”’ 


Love of good things, it may be, tends 
Towards the minor vices— 

I own I did draw several friends 
For strawberries and ices. 


I sauntered, gossiped, lunched and teaed, 
And flirted—or the men did, 


What need 


To say the match was splendid ? 


The cricket ?—That I can’t reeall. 
Who cares which side was beaten ? 

I’ve only harrowing thoughts of all 
The strawberries I’ 


ve eaten! 


|(His Account of Her.) 


A pretty chatterbox! She said 

She loved the game—a sure sign 
’m afraid. 
Her appetite was porcine! 





Applaud the ‘‘ short-pitched Yorkers ; ”’ 





Who jibe at fashion-students, scoff 
At carriage knife-and-forkers ! 


The X.’s carriage, by the way, 
(A very ancient queer shay) 

I patronized the second day— 
Their lunch was most recherché. 


I sat some time in WALTER'S box, 
The place resembled Babel, 

And MABEL bored me with her frocks, 
Whilst I—had tea with MABEL. 





THE PRISONER OF PETERHEAD. 


[‘* A prisoner in Peterhead has written to Lord | Alang wi’ us, the unco bad, 
BALFOUR OF BURLEIGH asking to be supplied with | 
a copy of Burns.”—Daily Paper.) 

STANE wa’s a prison dinna mak’, 
*T'was no thae bars my heart that brak’, 
Nor wearyin’ to stretch my back 
Amang the ferns ; 
But eh, ’twas langin’ for a crack 
Wi’ RABBIE BURNS. 


A weary eichteen months an’ mair 
They starvit me on prison fare, 

| An’ eh! their cupboard was sae bare 
| An’ mean an’ shabby, 

They hadna got a line, I swear, 

O’ matchless RABBIE. 








| They tried to put me aff, ye ken, 
Wi’ ** Lives o’ some successfu’ men.’ 
| The prigs! A milk-an’-water blen’ 
I canna thole! 
Nae vice! I couldna mak’ a frien’ 
O’ sic a soul. 


’ 


They gie’d me WULLIE SHAKSPEARE. Weel, 
Nae doot he was a clever chiel 
That kent a twa-three things as weel 
As you or me, 

But oh! for a’ they praise him, deil 

A BURNS is he! 

Na, gie me aye the rovin’ lad 

Wi’ fauts sae plentifu’ an’ mad 
| That whiles I feel he micht hae had 
A snug wee cell 


In this our hell. 








One Way of Looking at it. 
Susan (to Hannah). What do they mean 
by the term ‘‘ Test matches ? ”’ 
Hannah. Why, it shows the sort of 
players who strike only on the bat. 
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Mrs. Godolphin. 





yy ff) 


SHALL WE MEET AT DUNCHESTER HOUSE TO-MORROW ?.” 


Mrs. Lascelles. “No. JI WAS THERE ON Monpay. ,1 HEARD THERE WERE A FEW PEOPLE 


GOING TO-MORROW.” 


Mrs. Godolphin. ‘‘ On, YES. SHE HAS ONLY ASKED QUITE A FEW PrortE. On Monpay, 


Now, I HEAR THERE WAS QUITE A BIG RABBLE THERE 


” 





THE COMPLETE BOOKIE. 

[“ Many persons frequent St. Paul’s for other 
purposes than worship. . .. . A number of book- 
makers ply their trade there.”"—Daily Paper] 

I ’NEATH this stately dome would be ; 
These sacred psalms should solace me, 
And while they pour from tuneful lips 
I’d meditate the latest tips, 

- And ’mid the ashes of the Great, 
=~. The shifting odds I’d calculate. 


Of making books there is no end ; 
In scores my clients hither wend ; 
All know the place, if place it be— 
For who, when judges disagree, 
Shall say if place it is, in fact, 
Within the meaning of the Act? 





| Then leave me here on Ludgate Hill ; 
| The site is central, rent is nil, 


Nor let th’ officious verger scare 

The men that come to meet me there. 

And when I die—I that have made 

More books than all that here are laid— 
Oh, grant the one small boon I crave— 
Among the bookmen here a bookie’s 


grave. 


At a Problem Play. 
Mr. Dinkershein (eminent critic). How 
did you enjoy the piece, Miss MACGUIDER ? 
Miss MacGuider. Well, to tell the truth, 
I didn’t know what it was all about. 
Mr. Dinkershein. Excellent. Theauthor 





gives us so much to think of. 


THE DEMOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST 
TABLE. 


‘*NB SIT ANCILLA TIBI AMOR PUDORI.” 


(Lines faintly suggested by a speech of 
Mr. LABOUCHERE’S on the Food and Drugs 
Bill, and written with respectful acknow- 
ledgments to the late Mr. CORNEY GRAIN.) 


I Do not ask that life should flow 

In steady streams of milk and honey; 
Not that my portion here below 

Should prove exceptionally sunny ; 
Content with little, getting less, 

I neither strive nor shout ; 
But find in peace my happiness 

With honour, or without. 

Let others thirst for fortune’s dower 
And goodly settlements in Goshen, 
In me the thought of wealth and power 

Produces no profound emotion ; 
I do not crave for gilded gear 

Or crushings from the mine, 
And were I asked to be a Peer 

I know I should decline. 


I count the love of costly drinks 
Among the very lowest vices ; 
To stay my stomach when it sinks 
A pewter-pot of ale suffices ; 
Pleased with my frugal plate of sprats 
I want no full-sized fish, 
Nor lust for butter laid in pats 
Upon a lordly dish. 


Desire of women, soft and fair, 
Sets not this humble heart a-swelling ; 
Give me a homely wench to share 
My unaffected cot, or dwelling ; 
Not rich in charms, but well enough, 
With plain ingredients graced, 
She is fulfilled of such a stuff 
As suits my simple taste. 


Solid of substance, even dense, 
Perhaps a trifle pallid-looking, 
She serves my need at small expense 
For purposes of general cooking ; 
The pattern of the perfect wife 
A working-man should wed, 
To lubricate his wheels of life 
And oil his daily bread. 


At times as though to touch my heart 
And rise a little in my favour, 
I see her try some trick of art 
To make her dull complexion braver ; 
Worldly device of woman’s wit !— 
What should she know of that? 
A rustic nature rudely knit 
Of beef and mutton fat! 


Though she should mask the pallor due 
To sixty-five per cent. of dripping, 
I fail to find her native hue 
In need of any such equipping ; 
Lilies that lure the browsing bee— 
Such is my milk-white queen ! 
As butter in the mouth is she, 
My melting MARGARINE! 





Kruger’s Chorus. 


(New words to an old tune, addressed to 
Oom PAUL by his admirers.) 


WHEEL about and turn about, 
And jump Jim Crow, 

Every time you wheel about 
You puzzle JoE! 








A LocomMorTivE CERTAINTY.—Iron RHODES 
from the Cape to Cairo. 





THE MEMBER FOR BORDEAUX.—M. JULES 
** CLARET ’’-IE. 

















 eearearerer REXIETETG) ATW ANAK NET anv ‘eTons JO TONVHOXN NV AO CGVHISNI ‘INVd WOO GNV OOA NERA \ 




















y 


It, Ma yA ‘ , if \\ : . ¥e 2 .\\ AG j Jf WEE 


Si jo 
Uifit:— A, 


WY BN swAIN Se 
“THE BETTER PART OF VALOUR.” 


Mr. Puncw (‘‘ everybody’s friend,’’ to the COLONIAL SEORETARY). ‘‘ NOW, MR. CHAMBERLAIN, ALL THAT ’S NECESSARY IS AN EXCHANGE OF NOTES 
BETWEEN YOU AND OOM PAUL, INSTEAD OF AN EXCHANGE OF SHOTS, AND THEN YOU CAN SHAKE HANDS,’ 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 


July 17.—Alas, poor YORICK! Opera season slowly coming to 
an end, and, like the dying swan, singing sweetly to the last. 
A propos of swan, Lohengrin. Mlle. STRAKOSCH a charming Elsa, 
singing well; MARIE BREMA as Ortruda, splendid both as to 
voice and acting ; Herr DippEt as the hero, good. 

Wednesday being the night of Mr. Punch’s Hebdomadal Board 
and Cabinet Council, it was impossible for His Special Repre- 
sentative to be present at the second performance of Messaline, 
and on Friday—alas !—a previous engagement, entered into ere 
he had foreseen the possibility of a third representation of 
Messaline, prevented his attendance, so, quoting BYRON, he 
observed at 8 P.M., Friday, 

*¢’Tis now the promised hour, that must proclaim 
The life or death of Lara’s future fame,’ 
i.e., a8 far as this opera is concerned. Perhaps on the stage of 
Covent Garden, DE 
** LaRA, too, is there, 
With self-confiding, coldly patient air,” 
expecting Mr. Punch’s final verdict. For at the premiére it was 
impossible to decide. No doubt . 
“ The first success to LARA’sS numbers clung.” 
And then follows a line—absit omen— 
* But that vain victory hath ruin’d all.” 


**So mote it not be’’; and should the Ruling Operatic Powers, 
embodied in the Sagacious Syndicate, decide to reproduce 
Messaline in the early weeks of the next season, then may Mr. 
P.’s Representative be there to see, hear, and to determine. 
Till then M. ISIDORE DE LARA’s work can stand down to come 
up for judgment when called upon. 

Monday.—The Last Night of Opera announced, with MELBA as 
the final firework, so that it may not fizzle out, but depart with 
a bang! In our regretted absence, may the Diva be there in 
the best of health and voice to sing the part of Juliette, and may 
she return to us next year better than ever, if that be possible. 

Sic transit gloria Opere Coventgardenensis. Hope Sagacious 
Syndicate is Satisfied. Hope, likewise, that their ‘‘ friends in 
front’’ are equally pleased. What sort of a sing-song season 
has it been? Well—nothing very startling; nothing that has 
been ‘‘ the talk of the town.”’ It has pursued ‘‘ the even tenor ’”’ 
(soprano, etc.) ‘*of its way,’’ and if it has made an ‘“ even 
tenner,’’ says WAGSTAFF, who can’t resist the chance, ‘‘or so, 
out of it, why so much the better for the Successful Syndicate.”’ 

Till next season, farewell. Valete et plaudite! 





“Comrin’ up TO ’YDE PARK TO ’AVE A Bave, ’ArRy?” 
““YERS—AN’ "AVE ALL ME CLOVES RUN ORF WIV, 
KNow IT!” 











OPINION OF MR. DE VEREY HARDUP.—Judging papers by their 
titles, I should say that the one promising the least pleasant 
Not 1F Z| reading for most of us must be Dun’s Review, from which I see 
quotations in the Times’ ‘* Foreign Markets ”’ article. 








% TO THOSE WHO LIVE OUTSIDE 
GLASS HOUSES. 

DEAR MR. PuncH,—A meeting has just 
been held to protest against the opening 
of the Crystal Palace on Sunday. The 
main form of argument was the ‘‘ preserva- 
tion of the English Sabbath.’’ What this 
valuable birthright means I, for one, know 
not. Butas an Englishman, I do confidently 
state that the right to enter the Crystal 
Palace on the Day of Rest is one which 
should be dear at the present cheap prices 
by rail and otherwise to the B. P., which 
likes to enjoy a littlefmore rational melody 
than is afforded by Salvation Army Bands 
and ranter vocalists, freely given outside 
the building. When such singers as Miss 
CtaRA Butt, Miss MARIAN MACKENZIE, 
Miss ELLA RUSSELL, Madame AMY SHERWIN, 
Mr. ANDREW BLACK, Mr. WATKIN MILLS, 
and Mr. GREGORY HAST, come forward in 
the Handel Orchestra to proclaim, in con- 
junction with Lieutenant SOMMER and the 
band of the Royal Engineers, the mighti- 
hess of minstrelsy ‘‘ to soothe the savage 
breast,” and that, too, in aid of the PRINCE 
or WALEs’s Hospital Fund which profits by 
the shilling paid for entrance, it seems to 
me that carping criticism is disarmed. Is it 











a question of ‘‘ desecrating the Sabbath ?”’ 
Certainly not; especially as ‘‘the Sab- 
bath ’’ is the seventh day, i.e., Saturday. 
It is a question of whether the devotion of 
music can be opposed to the self interest 
of cant. I passed the portals of a church 
in Norwood last Sunday. Outside there 
were over a dozen carriages. They were 
owned by the opponents of so-called 
** Sunday Labour! ’’ 


Yours, SYDENHAM HILL. 





THE POLICEMAN, 


[** Iceland has just started a policeman. Hitherto 
he has had nothing to do.”"—Daily Paper.]} 


WuHo would be 

A policeman bold 
With a coat of blue 
And nothing to do, 
Over the sea 

In Iceland cold ?— 
Wouldn’t you? 


I would be a policeman bold— 

Not one of your constables that stand 
The whole of the day where the ’buses run 
In the heat and dust of the broiling Strand, 
Where the glass is ninety odd in the shade 
And goodness knows what in the sun. 





His throat is parched and his neck is flayed, 

And his soul doth sigh as the long hours lag 

For a big, big drink and a pipe of shag 
Wearily, wearily, 

And he watches the horses that pant and 

strain 

And struggle and fall and struggle again 

Drearily, drearily. 


But I would sit on an iceberg cool, 

And dabble my feet in a clear, clear pool, 

And paddle and play like an urchin gay 
Just free from school. 

And at night to the area I would go 

And call the cook to come out to me 
Quietly, quietly ; 

She ’d bring me a baron of beef or so, 

And a glass of beer with a good brisk head, 

Or whatever the Icelanders drink instead, 
Quietly, quietly. 

And when I had eaten and drunk with a 

will, 

My pipe of clay she would deftly fill, 

And take just a whiff as she passed it to me 
Laughingly, laughingly. 

Oh, what a happy life ’twould be, 

With a coat of blue and nothing to do 

But a dear kind cook to court and woo. 

Verily this is the life for me, 

We would live merrily, merrily. 
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THE WESTMINSTER POULTRY SHOW. 
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Photographer (in the hope of softening the expression oy celebrated, but austere Dean, turns on phonograph). ‘‘ Now, Sir, wouLp you 
KINDLY LISTEN TO THE Music JUST FOR ONE MOMENT ! 
[But unfortunately the selection was ‘‘ Betty Bellew, of the Frivolity, in her celebrated popular song, ‘They all are after Larky Ticksy Wicksy.”’ 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


EXTRACTED FROM THE Diary oF Toby, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, July 17.— 
A rosy blush mantled PRINCE ARTHUR’S 
ingenuous countenance just now. Talking 
about the arrangements of the Session, 
he observed ‘‘the House will naturally 
desire to know what business may be got 
through before the 12th of August.’’ In 
these dull times Members as thirsty for a 
joke as pants the hart for cooling streams. 
When you come to think of it, nothing 
really funny in mentioning this particular 
date at this precise moment. Whena joke 
is in question the House is not to be 
denied. Couldn’t have laughed more 
heartily had PRINCE ARTHUR asked the 
Clerk at the table to pass him the salt. 
He hastened to explain that the 12th of 
August happens to be the last day of the 
week, and without reference to other 
interests or avocations, it would appear 
convenient to bring about the Prorogation 
on that date. Whereat there was another 
burst of laughter. 

Such a merry, light-hearted lot ! with the 
thermometer at 80° in the shade and the 
heavens black with sulphurous thunder 
clouds. 

_This temperature seemed appropriate for 
discussion of Food and Drugs Bill, which 
is largely concerned with butter and mar- 
garine. JOHN LENG, Knight, could scarcely 
conceal his emotion when he rose to defend 
margarine against aspersions which, he 
said, found issue in the bill in the display of 
almost insane hostility. According to Sir 
JOHN, margarine, whilst one of the most 

derstood, is one of the most delicious 











products of Nature. Whether taken hot on | notes, ‘‘do you colour margarine the same 
toast, or cold with sliced bread, it brings tint as butter ?’’ 
about in the well-balanced mind a con-|' He didn’t mention it, but in his secret 
dition of ecstasy not known in connection | soul the Right Hon. JAMEs thinks a nice 
with other refreshment of equally in-| dark blue is the colour for ordinary mar- 
noxious character. It soothes the sorrows | garine, the better sorts in vermilion, and 
of infancy, it buoys up youth, it mellows | the very best (recommended for five o’clock 
middle age, it appetises the octogenarian, | tea) got up in rich bright orange. 
and it costs eightpence a pound. | Business done.—End of Session brought 
Only one drawback to the perfect en-| in sight. 
joyment of this Dundee rhapsody. It| House of Lords, Tuesday.—Standing at 
should have been moulded in the form of | bottom of Parliament Street, waiting to 
verse. True, several times—as when he | cross over to Palace Yard, beheld astrange 
told that beautiful story of the dying|sight. A penny ’bus pulled up. From the 
soldier, the one-armed brother, the setting | common, or garden, seat descended a tall 
sun, and the quarter-pound packet of mar- figure that struck me as familiar. Could 
garine—Sir JOHN, unconsciously perhaps, |it be? No, it was impossible. That 
fell into the measured cadence that MILTON | threadbare coat, that hat whose nap did 
spoke. Doubtless: warped by the customs | not seem capable of surviving another 
of debate in the House, the notes of his | forty winks, those hollow cheeks suggest- 
oration were originally cast in prose and, | ing that for sole sustenance the body was 
in the main, he was able to preserve its | sustained on small crusts of bread carried 
manner. | about from house to house in the coat-tail 
WALTER LONG, in charge of the bill, | pocket—it could not be the most noble the 
evidently profoundly affected. Sat with | MARQUIS OF LONDONDERRY. 
closed eyes, lips slightly parted, chest} Yet it was. 
rising and falling with the slow, regular| Shortly after, throned upon another 
movement of a Summer sea. Looked as if| penny ’bus, came his grace the DUKE OF 
margarine would not melt in his mouth. | ABERCORN, and LORD INCHIQUIN, both got 
Only Jimmy LOWTHER obdurate. Had /| up in same poverty-stricken attire as LORD 
enjoyed his triumph earlier in the sitting ; | LONDONDERRY. ’Busman told me that when 
had gloated over RITCHIE’s agonised look | they mounted they asked ‘‘ if he took two 
when PRINCE ARTHUR announced the with-| for three ha’pence?’’ Apparently much 
drawal of the Undersized Fish Bill. That) distressed when he explained that the 
in an ordinary man might have gratified | regulations of the Company prohibited 
the lust of conquest. But JAMES implac- | concurrence in a proposal which had usage 
able against margarine masquerading as|to recommend it in the case of penny 
butter. oranges, bloaters, and other small articles 
‘*Why,’’ he asked in stern tones, con-| of commerce. 
trasting painfully with Lene’s musical|, Overtook LONDONDERRY crossing Palace 
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Yard. ‘‘ What’sup?’’ Lasked, “‘or rather, 
are coals down? Is this the concomitant 
result of what we see in all the papers just 
now, ‘ Coals at lowest Summer prices’ ?’’ 

‘*No,”’ said the Most Noble, furtively 
ascertaining that no unprincipled fellow- 
passenger on the top of the ‘bus had 
robbed him of his crusts. ‘Fact is, 
ToBy, we, the Irish landlords, are having 
a go at the Government to-night ; demand- 
ing compensation for moral and intellec- 
tual damages arising out of recent 
land legislation. They ’ve been giving 
out money all round. Why should the 
Irish landlord wait? We’re going to put 
INCHIQUIN up to utter our plaint. Give 
an INCH, you know, and we'll take an ell. 
ABERCORN and I will follow. Thought it 
best to do the thing thoroughly; so got 
ourselves up a bit. Fancy that will fetch 
them,’’ he murmured, looking admiringly 
at a little patch neatly let into his thread- 
bare sleeve. ‘‘If, when I am speaking, I 
could only manage to have BATTERSEA sit- 
ting near me in his perennial Sunday suit, 
the contrast would be complete. Would 
be worth at least five votes. Butof course 
he’s on the other side.”’ 

Little plot sueceeded admirably. The 
MARKISS, for whose sympathetic ear and 
eye the thing was primarily devised, not 
in his place. Unintentionally ASHBOURNE 
greatly aided the impoverished peers. 
The sight of him, plump, well-favoured, 
well-dressed, jingling guineas in his pocket, 
whilst he urged his starving brethren to 





Pity THE Poor LANDLORD. 
* Fancy that will fetch ’em, Toby!” 
(Lord L-nd-nd-rry.) 





NATURAL HISTORY—A FACT. 
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Mary Ann of Shoreditch (on her first visit to the country, coming suddenly upon a field of 


barley). ‘‘ Ou, I sy, ’LizA, COME QUICK ! 


Look ’ERE! SRIMPS A-GROWIN'!” 





‘*take a practical view of the subject,’’ 
clenched the thing. Ona division Govern- 
ment were defeated by 39 votes against 34. 

Business done.—The Bitter Cry of the Irish 
landlords effectually heard in the Lords. 

Friday, 1.52 A.M.—Tithes Bill, of which 
every one is tired to death, got out of the 
way beforedinner. Rest of sitting devoted 
to Food and Drugs Bill. The KNIGHT OF 
DUNDEE contributed notable phrase to 
discussion. 

‘*There are,’’ he said, glancing slyly at 
JOHN MORLEY seated at front bench below 
him, ‘‘ecross currents in the grocery 
business.”’ 

For a moment members, thinking he 
spelt his currants with an ‘‘a,’’ accepted a 
reference to some acidity of temper mani- 
fested by the dried fruit. But the look 
of self-consciousness on countenance of 
HONEST JOHN showed that the KNIGHT’S 
reference had a personal point. 

Interesting discussion followed on the 
bearings of skimmed milk. Fatherly hearts 
on both sides touched by conviction that 
the preparation, lacking in nourishment, 
should not be palmed off upon the unsus- 
pecting babe. How was this to be pre- 
vented? Admitted that the most pre- 
cocious infant could not be expected, on 
sampling its bottle, to detect lack of 


nutritive quality in the flavour of its con- 
tents. Family men like Lord BALCARRES 
and IAN MALCOLM gave themselves up to 
close consideration of the problem. BaL- 
|CARRES suggested that condensed (or 
skimmed) milk should be sold only in 
coloured bottles. MALCOLM, drawing on his 
experience in the nursery, took objection 
that in the twilight there would be difficulty 
| in discerning the distinction of colour. 

| ‘*Why not, Mr. SPEAKER,’’ he asked, 
| “have a three-cornered bottle? At the 
|moment it was touched, Sir, you would 
| know where you were, even if, as sometimes 
| happens, the night-light had gone out."’ 

CHRISTOPHER TROUT BARTLEY was dis- 
posed to pay to the suggestions of his 
hon. friends the full consideration they 
deserved. But, having in the course of 
years been waked up oftener in the night 
than either of them, he thought a label 
would suffice. Speaking as a grandfather, 
he suggested that bottles containing the 
product should be labelled ‘* Bad for 
Babies.”’ 

WALTER LONG said he would consider the 
matter, and, it being now nearly 2 o’clock 
in the morning, debate stood adjourned. 

Business done.—Tithes Bill read a third 
time. Majority less by one half that which 
carried the second reading. Verb. sap. 




















